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The Tragedy i of Othello 


Oth. Well, thou doeft beft. 

Lod. Sir, you (tell vnderftand what hath bcfalne. 
Which, as I thinkc you know not : here is a letter. 
Found i tithe pocket of the fUine Rodergo; 

And here another; the one of them imports 

The death of Oafsro; to he vndertookc — by Roderlgo. 

Oth. O villaiue. 

Caf. Mott hfeathenifli,and moft grofle. 

Lod. Noiv heres another ditcontentcd paper. 

Found in his pocket too, and thisitfeemes, 

Roderigo meant to haue lent this damned villainc, 

But chat belike, in the nicke 
Came in,and fatisfied him. 

Oth. O the pernicious catieffe ! 

How came you Cafsio by a handkercher. 

That was my wifes ? 

Caf I found it in my chamber. 

And he himfclfc confeft ic euen now, 

That there be dropt it, for a fpcciall purpofc ; 

Which wrought 10 his defire. 

Oth. O fool©,foolc,foole. 

Caf. There is befides in Roderigees letter 
How he vpbraides Mgo,t hat he made him, 

B , auc me vpon the watch,whercon it came , 

That I was calf; and euen but now he fpakc. 

After long f- eming dead Jage hurt him, 

A-^fethnnon. 

Lod. Ycumufi fotfake this roome,and gee With vs* 
Your power and yoUr command is taken off, 
h nd Cafsio rules in Cypres : for this flaue. 

If there be any cunning cruelty. 

That can torment him much,and hold him long, 

It fliall be his : you (hall clofe prifoner reft, 

Till that the nature of your fault be knowne 
To the Fenetm State; come, bring him away. 

Oth. Soft you, a word or two, 

1 baui done the State fome feru!ce,and they know’f j 


Nc 
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No more pf that : I pray you in your letter?, 

When you {hall theft vnlucky deedcs relate, 
Speakcofihcm as they arc ; nothing extenuate. 

Nor fet downe ought in malice.then ir.ufl you fpeake. 

Of one that lou’d net wifely, but too well 
Ofonc r.ot eafily iealous,but being wrought, 
Perpkxiiivtlie extreame-; of one whofehand. 

Like the bafe Indian, threw a pcarlc away. 

Richer then all his Tribe : of one whole fubduod eyes, 
Albeit vnufed to the. melting moodc. 

Drops teares as fall as the JirabiM trees. 

Their medicinal! gum ; fet you downe this. 

And fay befides,that in Aleppo once. 

Where a Malignant and a T urlrand 7 ttrk. *, 

Bccte a f r enetian t ind traduc’d the State; 

3 tooke bi’ch chroate the circumcifcd dog. 

And fmote him thus. He fiahs himfelfe. 

Led . O bloody period. 

Gra. Allchat’s (poke is mard, 

Oth. I kift thee crc I kild thee, no way but this. 

Killing my fclfc,to die vpon a kiffc. He dies, 

Caf. This did I feare,but thought he had no weapon. 
For he was great of heart. 

Led. O Spartanc dog. 

More fell then anguifh,hunger,or the Sea, 

Looke on the tragicke lodging of this bed : 

This is thy worke,thc pbieft poifons fight. 

Let ic be hid : Gratutno , kcepc the houl’e. 

And ceaze vpon the foi tunes of the Moore.* 

For they iucceed to you, to you Lord Goucrnour, 
Rcmaincs the cenfurcofthis heilifh villaine. 

The time, the place,thc torture : O inforce it. 

My felfe will ftraite aboord,and to the State, 

1 ™* hcauy aft with hcany heart relate, 

Extrnit omw. 

FINIS. 




